Doc pv mine -- same references to what has happened 


tough burden in that martial stuff is good and bad 


Chapter 1 -- The Gulf 


"Do you have any idea why you're here?" 

"Dr. Willis wanted us to chat." 

"You're a psychiatrist. I don't need you. I know why I'm 
depressed." 

"Why is that?" 

"Because I'm a ninety year old black Quaker Lady who has 
endured extraordinary stupidity, and now that I'm about to die 
we have won! Won! Some silly mini-war where we plowed young 
men with bulldozers, and exploded others with smart’ bombs. 
Smart bombs! And these, of course, are yong men who do not look 
like ours. That, reputably, is the latest fad. And now there's 
a parade!" 

"Indeed, I had to buck quite a bit of traffic, and parking 


was... 


"The Gulf War! Another glorious chapter, however 


miniature. Do you believe one can die of a broken heart, young 
man?" 

"Thanks for the compliment. And yes I do." 

"Well. there's nothing more to know about me." 

And Doc had to look back that green day to she here in the 
sun-dappled window, to remember her, chiseled, sitting, black, 
gazing at an emptiness. 

When he got to his car a fat courthouse guard was perched 
onthe bumper. "Hey! Here come the majorettes! You can smell 
the hair burning in their tight little twats. Oh mama! How'd 
you like to dip your wick in somethng like...? So tight that 
tears'd roll down your face!" 

"Before they engulf everything here, I've got to get 
moving. I'm a physician and..." 

"Hey I like that engulf. Like the Gulf War, right?" 

"I didn't mean..." 

"Yeah we never mean nothin." The guard knew that this 
sarcastic statement showed him to be superior in judgement. 

"Why don't your just take it easy, Doc? We don't have that man 
wars anymore that we shouldn't celebrate greasing the little 
fuckers that threatened our little bitty  finger-fucked 
daughters, now what I mean? I mean , like now we have heroes, 


Doc. It's been a long fuck time sice we had fuckin heroes--we 


really had hardons for them. So give us, like, a break! That's 
why the bands and Little whores and all the yellow ribbons!" 

He waved a jellied arm to indicate the ribbons tied onto 
trees and poles up and down the street. Doc note the brass 
glint of instruments far down that brilliant street and heard 
the muddy music for the first time. 

The guard fianlydirecte dhim out, the car backing inot 
phalanxes of restless cheerleaders. 

When Doc drove on a [parallel block he thought of the 
patient from the Korean War he was doning to see at the Veterans 
hospital. Old Popsicle Fingers he had named himself, painfully 
typing letters on an old portable to support relief for Agent 
Orange victims of Vietnam. 

A dull thump of drums commenced, and as the car reached 
cross blocks, wind-thrown blast of music vibrated rills of 
brassy light. In the gritty shaking of the car he remember two 
Suicides of friend during that sunken period. 

And the black woman’s strong phrases spoken with such 
fragility. And these, of course, are young men who do not look 


like ours. 


"ALL young men look like ours," Doc whispered, the darkened 


image of Skipper thrusting up his popsicle fingers into the 


gnashing, martial light. 


